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FOR MY CHILDREN
PROLOGUE
Towards the turn of every century prophecies foretelling the end of the world and the destruction of humankind are equally as prevalent as man-kind’s hope for a better future.
The end of the twentieth century was no exception, seeing translations of the Biblical prophecies foretold in the Revelation of St. John rise to epic proportions. Largely because at the turn of a millennium, everything becomes more climactic.
Everything from asteroids to alien invasion. Everybody with an ex-tinction-level theory wanted to share it, aided, and abetted by the media and Hollywood. There couldn’t have been anyone alive in the western world who hadn’t heard of Armageddon or the Anti-Christ or didn’t know at least one quotation from the last book of the Bible.
Nevertheless, despite all the hype, it didn’t happen.
There was no second coming (or at least, not as far as anyone knew), there was no ‘Rapture’ and there was no Anti-Christ, although there were a few good candidates.
There were no ‘Four Horsemen’, just the usual deaths, viruses, famines, and wars, which had been happening since the beginning of time.
There was no Armageddon, a word translated from ‘Har Megiddô,’ a Hebrew phrase implying a meeting upon a hill or mountain. In the case of the biblical Armageddon, it was the place where God puts an end to the kingdoms and governments of the Earth, (although it was occasionally translated by conspiracy theorists as the United Nations). There was no resurrection of the dead—in fact, there was no real sign of a biblical apocalypse at all.
By 2001 both the Earth and humanity were still in place, which for many may well have been a disappointment.
The first few years saw science progress both on, and off the Earth. There were also a few religious shake-ups, which came with man’s new age of discovery. Medicine had made several major breakthroughs, which not only allowed people to live a bit longer but improved the quality of old age.
By 2043 it was legal in most countries to clone human embryos and as a result they were successfully used to cure several degenerative dis-eases including Parkinson’s disease, Alzheimer’s disease, strokes, cancer, leukaemia, HIV, and diabetes. Stem cells had become household words, whereas a few years earlier those same words sent human rights campaigners on a rampaging moral crusade. It’s strange how ideas can change when it becomes not only beneficial to people but affordable.
With the change in moral attitudes towards the cloning of human embryos, the ‘designer baby’ market found its niche. Although this was considered unethical by many, without question there was a demand for beautiful, clever, and above all, healthy babies. This meant sperm banks paid a fortune for men with the ‘right qualifications: good looks, intelligence, physique etc.. Likewise female egg donors, which put the cost of having a ‘designer baby’ anywhere from £5,000,000–£20,000,000+. The price depended on how many designer attributes such as eye colour, hair colour, and IQ were required, and of course the location of the clinic.
Organ transplant was another area where significant breakthroughs were being made, although due to many other advances in medicine trans-plants were becoming less necessary. In many transplant cases, animal organs (usually pigs) had replaced human ones and due to better immune-suppressive drugs, the newly transplanted organs were not so easily reject-ed by the body. Even though pigs’ valves had been used in heart surgery since the 1960’s, this was still new territory. Sadly, the lack of education on animal to human transplants meant the black market still continued to supply human organs to those who feared the media translation of a ‘possible virus mutation, caused by animal–human organ replacement. To date, no virus had however occurred.
‘Orexin’ too had become a household name and was sold in chemists and pharmacies around the world. As a natural stimulant derived from neurons located in the hypothalamus, it was initially used to treat disorders such as narcolepsy and M.E. but had later become used for military ‘night operations.’ It eventually found its way into society, where it was instantly popular with shift workers and teenagers at all night parties; with no side effects it was a safe replacement for caffeine and the synthetic amphetamines sold on the streets.
N.A.S.A. too had its own records of achievement, which later included the discovery of a new planet in our solar system. A more distant, icy, but larger in mass planet than the reclassified dwarf planet Pluto and, more importantly, one that met all the criteria to be classified as a planet and not just a member of the Kuiper Belt. This would remain un-named for reasons that were never clear or obvious.
Another project was the launch of a probe sent out to explore what lies beyond our solar system. It was intended that the information would be accessible to future generations, although it is probable that by the time it completes its mission future generations would probably be able to get there faster themselves.
The big early 21st Century project and, by far the greatest achievement, was the crewed mission to Mars. The astronauts left Earth in September 2038 and returned four years later with their discoveries posing nearly as many questions as they answered. They did, however, answer some. Not only was there water on Mars but there is water on Mars. The frozen polar caps appeared to be made of water and although they did not manage to drill deep enough to find any in liquid form, the ice samples they brought back, once melted were indeed water.
The Vatican too were moving their goalposts left, right, and centre, as were many other Christian denominations. Firstly, there had been no end of the world to be saved from, which meant not only might their book be wrong but worse still, it meant less power and less control over the minds of its followers. Secondly, for the first time in well over a millennia most of Europe had stopped paying taxes to the Vatican, reasoning they didn’t need to be saved from something that hadn’t and probably wouldn’t happen; the potential for life having existed on Mars meant that man may not be the only thing created in God’s image. This all came alongside demands that the Vatican reveal its hidden knowledge and share the scrolls that it had kept secret for almost 2000 years.
Needless to say, the Vatican side stepped, backtracked and did just about every dance possible, kicking and screaming all the way but never giving in.
As for the rest of life—well, that was the same as ever: people weren’t super-fit immortal beings looking like they’d stepped off the cover of the latest girlie or action magazine. Nor was everyone wearing silver cat-suits. They looked and dressed the same as they had for the last 40 years or more. If anything, the majority were more obese and unfit than the previous generation, relying on new medical advances to cure any diseases or problems they inflicted upon themselves.
Fast food, alcohol, cigarettes, and certain fizzy drinks were still as popular as ever, despite the numerous ‘get healthy or die horribly’ campaigns. And in any major town or city the homeless, whose only friend is drugs or alcohol, still littered the streets and doorways.
This was the world by 2045 and there was no one who was prepared for what was to come.
CHAPTER 1
For the first time ever in his life, he felt a deep, calm inner peace. He breathed in deeply, aware of the fragrant sedative that, although only faint now, he knew from past experience would soon become overpowering.
“This is it then?”
His host smiled back at him.
“Yes, my friend. This is it.”
It was always the same response. Calm, honest, and accompanied by a reassuring smile, behind which lay a wisdom that was as old as time itself. Despite all he had learned over the last few hours, he knew nothing compared to this man with a Mona Lisa smile. As the scent slowly filled the room, he reflected over the last ten years, trying to catalogue the chain of events that had finally brought him to this place.
If he had been a writer, he felt sure that his story would have been worth telling. It may not have been totally believable, but it would most definitely have been interesting. He traced back through all that he had been shown to find the point where, for him, it had all begun. Technically, it should have started with his birth, but for the first fifty years or so his life had been much like anybody else’s. The events leading up to this moment had their roots laid down much later in his life.
He had been shown so much in the last few hours that it was becoming increasingly difficult for him to remember anything with any clarity. The sedative wasn’t making it any easier for him either. Drifting slowly into unconsciousness, his hazy memories were replaced by a primordial void where everything and nothing co-exist in infinity. Buried deep within that void were the events that led him there: events that began a little over ten years ago, with a letter he had received on 25th October 2045.
CHAPTER 2
“Not another one?” she quizzed, looking over her glasses with raised eyebrows. It was a concerned look as much as a question; anyway, the look on President Gerry Mcquillan’s face said far more to her than his actual words.
“I’m afraid so,” he replied slowly.
“It’s the fifteenth this month.” She had worked with him long enough to know that he was disturbed by this.
“I don’t know Jen ... These people are really starting to bug me.” His voice almost revealed a self-confession of concern as he handed her the letter.
Gerry McQuillan had come into office in 2042 and had always been more than just a figurehead. He had stated during his presidential campaign that he intended to ‘Make a difference to the quality of every American citizen’s way of life,’ and that is exactly what he strove to do. He was a tall, somewhat delicate man with slightly greying hair that gave his appearance its ‘dignified look’. He spoke with an air of compassionate authority, which demanded that people listen to him. But now, he was concerned; ‘This letter’ was clearly bothering him.
Jenny was not only his Secretary of State: she was also his friend. She had been with him ever since she graduated from college, and was originally employed as his secretary, later becoming his personal assistant working alongside him and his wife throughout the Presidential campaign. She had worked hard, and not only was she one of the few women ever to become Secretary of State, but at twenty-six she was also the youngest person ever to hold office. Jenny was always the one Gerry McQuillan confided in when his wife was either unavailable, unauthorised, or when he simply didn’t want to worry her. She read through the letter:
‘Dear Mr President,
I am writing once again to stress the urgency of action needed in the Yellowstone National Park region.
Seismic activity in that area suggests we may be only weeks, if not just days, away from a volcanic eruption of Biblical proportions. Evacuation of the 650-mile radius, which we estimate to be in danger, should have begun days ago, with emergency aid and shelter already in place.
I can only assume that you are choosing not to take this seriously, as we are not a large government-funded establishment and therefore do not warrant either respect or credibility. I urge you to rethink, and for the sake of humanity take the necessary action immediately.
Yours faithfully,
P. Scott
Yellowstone Development Consultancy’ 
Jenny handed the letter back, looked thoughtful, sucked in air, and added, “They really wanna put the pressure on, don’t they? I’ll see what ‘Our People’ have got.”  With that, she turned to leave, with a look of unrivalled determination and efficiency that any pioneer would be proud of.
“Thanks, Jen.” She softened and smiled as she left the room.
Gerry read through the letter again. As he had never heard of ‘Yellowstone Development Consultancy’ before these letters started, he had originally considered the possibility of it being a terrorist plot. He wasn’t entirely sure exactly what they would hope to achieve by a mass evacuation. Whilst it would be costly, it wouldn’t really do any significant damage to the economy. He did know better now: at least now he knew they were a real company. However, he seriously hoped these people were wrong, better still, they were just a bunch of nut cases trying to gain a modicum of notoriety. Hopefully, Jenny would come up with something more positive.
“Morning Charlotte,” Jenny smiled at her personal secretary. She believed everyone should be greeted first, before any other requests were made of them and, apart from anything else, she genuinely liked Charlotte who, despite the horrific red lipstick, which always made her look like she was ready for a good night in, and dark curly hair, reminded her of herself.
“Good morning, Ma’am.”
“Charlotte, can you get the Yellowstone Geological Centre on the phone please?”
“OK Ma’am; no problem.” 
Normally Jenny hated the words ‘no problem’. Usually, they meant there was at least one, if not several, problems, but today they were the right words to hear. At least something wasn’t a problem. She sat at her desk, leant back in the chair, and wondered what would happen if they were right? What if a 650-mile radius did need to be evacuated? It just wasn’t possible that something like that could happen. Not now. Not in 21st century America. No. They couldn’t be right, and that was that! The phone ringing dragged her out of her morbid speculation.
“Got Yellowstone for you, Ma’am.”
“Thank you, Charlotte ... Hello?”
“Well, well. If it isn’t our illustrious Secretary of State ... So, how have you been, Jen? It’s been a while.”
“Fergus?”
This couldn’t be happening. The arrogant voice at the other end of the phone was, without any shadow of a doubt, Fergus Moreno. An ex-boyfriend from her distant past: Irish on his mother’s side and Puerto Rican on his father’s. Easy to fall in love with and just as easy to hate. Good looking, incredibly intelligent, and about the most patronising, arrogant, and self-centred man she had ever known.
“You remember me … I’m flattered.”
“Well don’t be! This is serious. Do you think we can save your trip down memory lane for another time?”
“I suppose so. Just what particular crisis is the White House having today?”
“Have you ever heard of Yellowstone Development Consultancy?”
“Doomsday Peg ... Sure have.” He couldn’t help laughing.
“Yeah, okay. What’s so funny?”
“More than anything, that your
phoning me has anything to do with Peggy Scott.”
Jenny was finding it increasingly infuriating listening to Fergus sniggering.
“Please, Fergus … this is important.”
“Christ, Jen … You’re serious, aren’t you?”
“Yes, I am!” she snapped. “Now can you please tell me what you know?”
“Okay, look ... Peggy was a lecturer at the university when I was a student. She’s a colourful character.”
“What exactly does that mean?”
“Well, rumour was that she had to leave the university ... she’d never admit that though. Anyway, the rumour was that she’d been having an affair with another married professor. I say ‘another’ because it wasn’t the first time; she had a bit of a wild reputation.”
“What else?”
“Jen, if you’re looking for ways to discredit her you wouldn’t have to look far. She’s a very clever lady, but not the most credible person in the world. Anyway, it was no secret that she inherited a large sum of money from a distant relative and started up Yellowstone Development Consultancy, taking Alex and the Reverend with her.”
“Alex and … the Reverend?”
“Alex Davis and Kieron Dixon. We called him the Reverend because he could turn a simple presentation into a Biblical epic. They’re two of the scruffiest creatures in the world. They’d look more at home in a rock band, but they’re both brilliant when it comes to volcanology ... Could do with them both here, but Peg got in first.”
“But you just said that you could use them both, so why don’t you? I mean, you pay more than her … right?”
Fergus sighed; it was perfectly clear to him.
“Look … Kieron likes working with Alex and Alex has always had a bit of a thing for Peg. I mean, don’t get me wrong, she’s not bad for a woman of her age, but that’s just it: she’s twenty years older than us. Still, Alex always had a thing for older women. Look, Jen, as fascinating as I find Peg’s little outfit, I still don’t really understand what you need to know all this for.”
“No … Well, that’s just it,” began Jenny, relishing the chance to be as patronising as Fergus, if only briefly, “You don’t need to know.”
“Oh, is that right? Okay then, I’ll get back to work if that’s all right. As there’s obviously nothing else you need.”
“Okay, okay, Fergus … but this goes no further. The White House has received several letters from Yellowstone Development Consultancy, stating that an eruption at Yellowstone is imminent and that a 1000 km radius needs to be evacuated immediately, if not yesterday. I need to know whether you’ve picked up anything to confirm this.”
“I see, and the rest is checking out their credibility. Right?”
“Right.”
“Well, okay, I would find it unlikely that Peg wasn’t monitoring Yellowstone. We didn’t call her ‘Doomsday Peg’ for nothing; she’s somewhat unhealthily preoccupied with extinction-level volcanoes. And for the record, I would also imagine her equipment is as good as ours, but it will always depend on your translation of the data you get. As far as we are concerned … No. The area around that caldera is constantly active in one way or another. One geyser dries up, another one starts. Two weeks’ increased activity, two weeks’ decreased activity. There is nothing to say it’s imminent or not imminent, and in real terms you may never get enough warning for a proper evacuation. There isn’t any guarantee that it’ll ever go up. It could just rumble along until the sun dies, who knows? Don’t worry about it. I’ll let you know if I think we’re in danger.”
“Thanks, Fergus. You’ve been a great help.”
“You’re welcome, and just so you know, I’ll be the first one out of here if it gets dangerous.”
“Yeah, thanks again and … well ... Bye.”
“Yeah, Bye, Jen.” She couldn’t wait to put the phone down. Fergus was as she always remembered him: reassuringly irritating.
Jenny sank back in her chair and reminded herself of pleasant times they had spent together and was only prevented from embarking on her own trip down memory lane by Charlotte’s voice on the intercom:  
“It’s the President on the line, Ma’am.”
“Thank you, Charlotte. Put him through.”  
Once again saved by the bell, she thought to herself. First the worry of the eruption at Yellowstone and then Fergus. Perhaps the day might settle down after lunch.
“Any news, Jen?”
“Yes, I’ve just come off the phone to Yellowstone, and ‘Our People’ assure me that everything is pretty normal down there. They have no reason to expect that an eruption is imminent”. This, she figured, should put his mind at rest; there
was no real need to give him the full conversation in all its arrogant glory.
“Okay, that’s good.” He paused for a moment then added, “I think I’ll send them a reply this time. Hopefully, that will put an end to their correspondence. What d’you think?”
“I think under the circumstances it’s a very good idea, and hopefully you’re right—it’ll be an end to the matter.”
“Thanks, Jen. You’ve been a great help.”
“No trouble, Mr President. Goodbye.”
She’d never known Fergus to be wrong about anything, or at least nothing he would ever admit to.
​This time.
​More than ever before.
​He had to be right.
CHAPTER 3
For Peggy Scott, the following day started much the same as any other: by oversleeping. This was followed by a lot of stumbling about and a quick game of ‘hunt the car keys’ punctuated with various expletives, before finally getting to work where Kieron and Alex were already waiting.
​“Need a new alarm clock, Peg?” Alex laughed, nudging her.
​“And a new mirror?” Kieron added.
She threw him a puzzled look. He nodded towards her jumper,
​“Backwards and inside out … hmmm … it’ll never catch on.”
​“Oh, Tee hee!”
They followed her into the lab, still laughing like a couple of school kids, while she made the necessary adjustments to her clothing.
Their lab was a bare-bones unit but, while the surroundings were nowhere near as plush as Yellowstone Geological Centre, the equipment was, as Fergus predicted, every bit as good. She sat down to check the overnight readings, while Kieron, still giggling, picked up the mail and flicked through it.
“Hey, one of these letters is ...” but he was stopped mid-sentence by Peggy, almost blue with shock.
​“Oh, shit! ... No! The caldera has risen a few metres overnight, and everything’s stopped … there’s nothing: just ... nothing.” Her voice tailed away.
​“… from the President,” he finished.
No one commented as they all stared at the readings. Kieron could feel the colour draining from his face and glanced across at Alex, to see the same blank look of horror reflected back at him. The silence, although only minutes, seemed to last for ever; then finally it was broken:
​“D’you think the lava heads know?”  Alex mumbled shakily.
​“S’pose so. It doesn’t much matter now.” Peg’s answer was hauntingly quiet.
​“Look, I’m sorry guys, but I’m outta here. If ... If I’m wrong, well ... we’ll call it a holiday. You coming Alex?”
Alex looked at Peg.
​“You guys go … Just make sure ... well, make sure people know. Y’know, don’t let them think ... no-one tried ... or cared.” Kieron nodded.
​“I’ll make sure you’re in the history books.” He smiled somewhat weakly at her.
​“C’mon Alex, we gotta go.”
Alex shook his head.
“I’m staying.”
“You’re shittin’ me, right? For fuck’s sake, Alex, c’mon.”
​“I’m staying ... Now get outta here!”
Kieron didn’t need telling twice; he was gone. He didn’t say goodbye because he neither wanted to hang around nor make it more dramatic than it already was.
​“You should’a gone, Alex.”
​“Where? Where should I go? Where’s Kieron gonna fuckin’ go?! Where Peg?”
​“I don’t know. Maybe he’ll ... “
​“No, he won’t; you and I both know that, and … well ... Kieron knows that too.”
​“Yeah, I know. And thanks … for staying, anyway.” They smiled at each other and managed a very weak laugh. Realistically, there was nowhere to go. More readings were coming in, showing a microquake had started. Alex looked at the reading, turned to Peggy, and
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